Persona 


Author: BaronZemo 


Bands: Marilyn Manson 


Characters: Daisy Berkowitz, Gidget Gein, Marilyn Manson, Twiggy Ramirez 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Ger] 


Updated: Thu Dec 29 20II 20:44:48 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Don\'t own anyone. Obviously. None of its true. | hope not, anyway! 


l. Daisy 


Scott tells everyone that Daisy Berkowitz was just a stage name, a part of his past that has stayed in the 
past. Daisy is just a face he can put on and wash off whenever he feels like it. 


Scott tells everyone this. He even tells himself this. 

He's lying. 

It's a believable lie, if only because, for some of them, it's true. Perry, Other Brian, and Freddy, they all shed 
their old identities like snakeskin For them, their ‘Spooky’ names really were just names. The later members, 


the ones that joined after Daisy left, the ones he never met, the endless faceless touring musicians, most of 


them never developed these other selves. For John 5 and Zim Zum and Ginger, those names are just branding, 


holdovers from their old bands. 


Although he left the band he helped create years ago, Daisy has never left Scott. He catches glimpses of 
Daisy in mirrors, sees Daisy out of the corner of his eye. Sometimes its Daisy and not Scott that strokes his 
hand down the neck of his guitar. 


Scott wishes he had someone to talk to about this. Pogo's not talking to anyone, and he may be crazier than 
the rest of them put together, anyway. He could talk to Marilyn about it, but Scott thinks that there's nothing 
left of Brian inside Marilyn anymore. And he doesn't like talking to Twiggy, so Scott just doesn't talk. 


Daisy's hair is growing out, it tickles his shoulders. Daisy's hand reaches up to brush it back, and Scott shivers 
at the sensation. 


I. Twiggy 


Most of Jeordie's memories of being Twiggy are a multicolored blur. He's been told about the good times they 
had, but he doesn't remember much of it himself. Bits and pieces come to him -- a mouth smudged with 
lipstick, nails raking down his back -- thousands of people screaming his name, screaming for him, their mouths 
moving but he couldn't hear a sound -- and Marilyn, 


Twiggy ate, slept, lived and breathed Marilyn Manson. When he quit, Jeordie resolved to root out every trace 
of him and the band from his life. He cut his hair. He got rid of the clothes. Kicked.. most of his drug habit. He 
went back to his birth name and stepped back, brushed his hands off and congratulated himself for a job well 


done. 
It wasn't long before he learned that Twiggy would not go quietly into that good night. 


Around the time that he joined A Perfect Circle, the cracks in his defenses started showing. Jeordie would 
stumble over answers -- sputter his words -- trail off. On the tour bus, people told him he talked in his 
sleep. Josh tape recorded him once and played it back for him the next day, nightmareish snippets of pleading, 
broken moans. Jeordie shrugged and said he didn't know what it meant. 


(In your dreams, you beg for your very soul, Twiggy said) 


Jeordie thought that joining Nine Inch Nails was fate. Hadn't Trent told him years ago that he should be in the 
band? 


(Trent wanted me in the band, Twiggy whispered to him) 
Jeordie stood on stage, rooted to the spot, too frightened to do more than brace himself and play. Dimly, he 


remembered that he'd once enjoyed himself while performing -- had run around, interacted with the crowd, 


rolled on the floor. Sucked off and gotten off. 


(That was me, Twiggy reminded him. | was the rock star, not Jeordie) 


"| want you back in the band," Marilyn told him. "| need you back I've been lost without you." He was talking to 
Jeordie and to Twiggy. 


Jeordie considered the offer. He had left because he was sick of being Marilyn's creature, and became Jeordie 


again only to discover there wasn't enough fo Jeordie to keep him going. 


So he turned now to Twiggy and allowed him to consider the offer as well. Twiggy couldn't exist without 
Jeordie, but Jeordie was incomplete without being Twiggy, as well. Maybe -- just maybe -- that could coexist. 


"Yes," they said together. "The answer is yes." 
Ill. Gidget 


Here's the thing. Gidget was just a name put to the thing that had existed looooong before the band. Brad had 
known Gidget, hell, it felt like most of his life. 


Gidget had been there when his parents weren't, and it had been Gidget who had all the fun and got all the 
laughs. Gidget's encircling arms kept out the whole world, and protected Brad's softest, weakest parts. So long 
as Gidget was there, everything was gonna be all right. 


Except everything wasn‘ all right, really. Not at all. And there were some things Gidget couldn't fix. So Brad 
had to stand up and man up and find his own way in the world. 


‘Why do you still go by that name? someone asked him. Some interviewer. 
‘Because it's my namel' Gidget laughed. 


There came a day when nothing was all right. And then there was no more Brad and no more Gidget. 


